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Editors:     Daniel    O'Brien       Bobby  Bell 
Ass't.  Copy  Boy:     Gary  Nixon 

EDITORIAL 

"PUBS"  DIRECTOR  SUPPORTS  O'BRIEN  POLICY 

As  the  reader  well  knows,  Daniel  O'Brien,  dedicated  managing 
editor  of  that  crusading  periodical,  TEE  CENTURION,  has  long  been 
waging  a  relentless,  if         single-handed  battle,  against  the 
abuses  which  unfortunately  seem  to  be  such  an  intrinsic  part  of 
our  current  campus  papers. 

Now,  it  appears,  there  is  some  hope  of  victory  for  our  val- 
iant campaigner  in  his  Sisyphean  struggle,  for,  just  as  his  cause 
seemed  hopeless,  a  small,  unobtrusive  notice  inconspicuously 
tucked  in  his  post-box  has  revived  his  failing  spirits. 

We  consider  this  notice  of  such  grave  importance,  that  we, 
after  much  deliberation,  decided  to  reproduce  it  here  in  its 
entirety,  trussing  the  intelligent  reader  will,  upon  sufficient 
reflection,  be  reconciled,  as  were  we,  that  its  pertinence  does 
equiponderate  its  rather  prosaic  and  tedious  form: 

It  is  the  policy  of  the  department  of  Public  a  t  i on  s 
and  Publicity,  that  no  student  with  an  opinion  to 
express  shall  be  denied  the  opportunity  to  express 
it,  and    to  this  end  censorship  of  Victoria  College 
periodicals  is  virtually  non-existant . 

This  degree  of  liberty  is,  however,  accompanied  by 
a  high  degree  of  responsibility  to  observe  the  un- 
iversally accepted  rules  of  good  taste. 

As  much  tolerance  is  expected  of  each  publication  as 
it  deserves  at  the  hands  of  the  general  public. 

LESLIE  MINION, 
Director  of  Publicity  and  Publications 

Thus,  then,  it  appears,  our  Director  of  "Pubs"  has  finally 
come  out  in  full  support  of  the  "O'Brien  Policy".    "This  rather 
mild  f ulmination, "  O'Brien  chorteled  gleefully,  "is  not  quite  as 
severely  worded  as  we  might  have  hoped,  but  I  believe  close 
scrutiny  will  convince  the  dullest  of  our  unprincipled  fellow 
journalists  that  this  velvet  glove  does  conceal  the  mailed  fist." 

Growing  serious  again,  however,  he  strongly  stressed  the 
need  for  continued  vigour  and  vigilance  in  combating  the  scur- 
rilous contumely  so  prevailant  in  our  campus  periodicals  today. 

"We  haven't  won  yet,"  rasped  the  two-fisted  editor  in  his 
hospital-room  interview  today,  "and  we  won't  let  up  until  every 
college  paper  assumes  its  proper  role  as  a  vehicle  for  honest 
opinion  and  tasteful  expression,  and  ceases  to  bo  merely  an 
outlet  for  any  rancorous,  cronk  editor  to  vent  his  acrimonious 
virulence . 

The  consternation  of  the  reader  tit  the  above  mention&cfc  of 
editor  O'Brien's  present  hospital  location  will  doubtless  be 
assuaged  \>y  the  knowledge  that  his  affliction  is  slight  and,  we 

hope,  of  short  duration  he  seems  to  have  something  in  his 

cheek. 

END 

NOTICE — Night  school  Friday  night .. .bring  flashlights. 
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YEAH.  .  .  sJSLL. . .  DEPT. 

The  reader  nust  agree,  however  hesitantly,  that  the  woild 
is  oriented  and  regulated  to  the  point  where  life  becomes  a 
riechanical  existence,  and  we  atomatons  trudge  through  its  tedious 
processes  deprived  of  the  joys  of  variety. 

No!  you  timidly  hazard?    Well,  what  happens  should  you  fail 
to  acknowloge  a  greeting?    You  get  a  loo]-:  of  loathing  undisguised, 
correct?    What  happens  if  you  pluck  up  the  wrong  spoon  at  a  ban- 
quet?   Everyone  shifts  one  seat  down,  right?    So-o,  you  agree, 
we  are  regimented,  bound  inextricably  by  boring,  tedious,  vapid, 
regulations , 

I  an  equally  certain  you  will  concur  when  I  say  one  of  the 
worst  of  these  prosaic  ideas  is  the  notion  that  one  day  must  fol- 
low the  other  in  stereotyped  procession.    You  know — Sunday,  iionday, 
Tuesday,  et  cetera,  so-on,  so-forth,  continuously,  ad  nauseum. 

Must  it  be  so?    You  have  wholeheartedly  agreed  it  is  dull. 

It's  time  for  a  change!     The  solution  to  this  tedium  is  so 
simple  the  reader  will  indubitably  emit  a  surprised,  "Why  didn't 
I  think  of  that?" 

Fortuitious  Diurnal  Selection  (FDS).    That's  the  answer! 

Precisely  at  midnight,  one  man,  the  Daymaster,  would  draw 
the  next  day  out  of  a  hat.    Wait .before  you  label  me  as 
balmy  and  repose  this  paper  to  the  circular  file,  hear  me  out! 

Consider  the  possibilities.     It's  Monday  night.  Tuesday 
holds  an  English  mid-term  in  store  for  you.    You  finally  chuck 
your  books  and  retire  in  pessimistic  antic ipatmon.    Rosy  fin- 
gered dawn  creeps  across  the  cornfields  as  the  rooster  sounds 
your  knell.    You  rouse  yourself  despondly  and  click  on  the  radio. 

HOT  DIGGITY!    Friday  has  been  drawn.    On  Friday  you  don't 
have  lectures  til  2:30,  and  that's  Paleopedology ,  which  you 
just  L-O-V-E.     Saved  by  FDS,    Back  to  bod,  mmmmmmmra,  wonderful. 
Tomorrow  may  be  Sunday  and  it's  just  possible  the  next  day  may 
be  Sunday,  too.     Oh,  joy,  such  excitement,  such  chance. 

Months  would  naturally  be  drawn  in  like  manner.     Think  of 
it,  with  FDS  you  might  got  two  or  three  or  even  a  baker's  dozen 
birthdays  in  a  single  year,  with  nary  a  sign  of  armistice. 

A  second  Hallowe'en  would  afford  you  a  retalitory  oppor- 
tunity. 

a  couple  of  lucky  weeks  and  the  timely  sixteen  year  old 
could  blandly  stroM  into  the  Westholme.  The  advantages  are 
bounded  by  the  imagination  alone. 

I  admit  it  is  a  little  radical,  but  dammit  man,  you  gotta 
get  out  of  the  rut.     Oh,  how  wonderfully  uncertain  life  could  be. 

Dr.  Duck 

SEEN  IN  FLUNKING  DEPT. 

DELLA  IRWIN  frantically  looking  for  the  handle . • . DEREK  SMITH 
applauding  the  Sverly  Brothers  on  NT  TN. . .RICHARD  DODDS  gratefully 
receiving  a  CARE  package  from  India. . .JANIS  FULTON  talking  about 
her  daddy's  steamboat .ALAN  KaYHEW  following  his  hobby,  numismatics, 
(after  hours  in  the  cafeteria  cash-register? )..  .BUD  SCH/JAI'I  success- 
fully smoking  a  Pall  Mall  withouxt  lipping  it . . '.MARTIN  B^RFORD 
smoking  same  cigarette  and  lipping  it  clear  up  to    the  flame  (and 
then  some).., GaRY  NIXON  wearing  a  tie  (no  shirt,  mind  you)... 
BOBBY  BELL  growing  his  eyebrows  back... GRAY  EATON  growing. . .RICHIE 
BURNETT  getting  a  little  quick  energy. . .CATHY  EMSRY  mouthbreathing 
..•KEN  RYALL  blowing  his  horn. 


N.B. 

All  correspondence  should  be  writtern  on  one  side  only  .v. we  need 
the  scrap  paper.  ...Editors. 
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HELIOTROPISM  DSPT. 

In  order  to  promote  end  encourage  aspiring  humorists, 
we  hc.ve  been  moved  to  allocate,   in  each  issue,  this  small 
cere,, for  their  fertile  riinds  to  sprout,  confident  that  the 
warm  stimulus  of  en  intellectual  audience  will  aid  in  this 
gemination. 

In  this  issue  we  hc.ve  a  tendril  sent  up  by  The  Victoria 
Daily  Times1  columnist,  Monte  Roberts.  EDITORS 

MY  „DVIC']  TC  COILICG^  STUDENTS 
by  L0NT3  ROBERTS 
Submitted  at  C e  ntur ion's  Unusual  Spcco  Rates. 

by  special  permission,  Victoria  Times  and  LFTJ. 

I  ain't  never  bin  to  college,  but  I  can't  see  why  this 
should  prevent  me  from  giving  odvice  to  college  students. 

For  one  thing,  I  did  attend  an  institute  of  learning. 

jr>t  least*  I  THINK  it  was  an  institute  of  learning. 

It  was  (and  probably  still  is)  celled  Britannia  High 
School,  end  among  its  graduates  wore  Robert  Bonner  and  Wesley 
Block. 

However,  it  he d  other  factors  to  make  up  for  this. 

For  instance,  the  second  year  cl-.  ss  of  which  I  he  d  the 
honor  to  be  c.  member. 

It  Was  composed  of  40  boys  and  one  girl.     At  lec.st,  the 
girl  was  composed.  Mostly. 

To  show  this  Wc.s  t   distinguished  cHss  in  an  institute 
of  lec.rning  (and  thus  strengthen  my  qu<  lif  ici  tions  as  an 
cdvisor  to  college  students),  permit  me  to  tell  you  the 
episode  of  the  door. 

It  was  our  innocent  practice,  between  periods,  to  ex- 
periment with  small  ivory  cubes,  in  an  attempt  to  prove  various 
theories  of  permutations  end  combinations. 

Luch  to  our  suprise,  this  practice  was  viewed  with  dis- 
favor by  one  of  our  teachers,  who  apparently  was  under  the 
miseprohension  we  were  indulging  in  something  other  than  the 
science  of  pure  metherictics . 

In  fact,  one  day  cS  he  approached  the  classroom  and 
heard  t  ssorted  exhortations ,  such  e,.s  ''baby  needs  new  sho^s," 
he  became  so  exercised  he  throw  open  the  door  with  a  great 
crash,  rjua  the  riot  cct,  and  confined  evcrybodj7-  to  barracks. 

(Except  the  girl,  who  remained  composed.) 

This  did  not  appeal  to  us  very  much,  so  the  very  next 
de.y,  c  committee  of  three  was  appointed  to  remove  the  pins 
from  the  hinges  of  the  door,  o.nd  then  r^plc-co  the  door  so  it 
was  hold  in  piece  only  by  the  letch. 

Je  then  seated  ourselves  decorously,  and  began  such  chants 
as  "seven-eleven,"  believing,  us  did  Kipling,   that  the  bleat- 
ing of  the  kid  would  excite  the  tiger. 

Which,  indeod,  happened. 

The  irate  teacher  fleng  the  door  open,  which,  of  course, 
crashed  to  the  floor,  scattering  glass  in  e  most  Sctisfectory 
fashion. 

We  were  all  confined  to  barracks  again  (except  the  girl, 
who  remained  composed),  but  it  was  isaxx  worth  it. 

I  mention  this  episode,  as  I  said  at  the  outset,  ©nly 
to  prove  that  Britannic,  High  School  qualifies  as  en  institute 
of  learning,  and  that  I  am  qualified  to  give  advice  to  college 
students . 

So  here  is  my  advice: 

You  are  now  in  your  formative  years,  learning  to  use  your 
brains  end  control  your  emotions. 

You  e.te  doing  this  only  for  one  reason:  sooner  or  later, 
you'll  hevs  to  use  your  own  judgement. 

Sooner  or  l^ter — why  not  nov<? 

Vuh-vuh  ZOOM.     I  hc.ve  spoken. 
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BAD  JOKE  DEPT. 

(Each  week  we  select  one  joke 
which  is  so  outstandingly  fcad 
es  to  defy  description  and 
provoke  only  a  dull  moan.) 


DID  YOU  EVER  SEE  A  HINDU  WITH 
A  STEAM  TURBAN  ? 


Vt«y  Funky       V-fr-ff-*-Y  fUNMey 
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THE  OLD  CENTURION  DEPT. 

A  new  periodical,  which  in  view  of  our  stringent  policy 
objuring  slender  shall  rcnain  unnamed,  landed  on  the  Victoria 
College  market  wxith  &  decidedly  soggy  thud  a  few  weeks  ago. 

The  reasons    for  the  abnormally  lukewarm  receptance  af- 
forded this  cheerful  little  chronicle  is  admittedly  something 
for  the  psychology  department  to  ponder,  but  in  our  never 
ending  ouest  for  the  truth  (however  colored)  ,  we  have  under- 
taken an  attempt  to  fathom  this  enigma. 

For  this  purpose,  the  most  obvious  expedient  presenting 
itself  seemed  to  be  a  personal  interviewal  with  the  entire 
student  body,  and  this  we  proceeded  to  do. 

To  our  absolute  conf oundment ,  however,  of  the  1765  active 
little  minds  percolating  in  the  establishment,  1693  professed 
total  ignorance  of  the  existence  of  such  a  paper.     This  figure, 
augmented  by  the  74  who  simply  responded  to  our  enquiries  with 
a  look  of  sardonic  disgust  and  brushed  past  shaking  their 
heads  Lnd  clucking  their  tongues,  left  us  with  a  mere  seven. 

Fortunately  though,  the  nature  of  this  dauntless  seven 
was  such  that  they  provided  an  excellent  cross-section  of  the 
college  enrollment,  completely  disinterested  and  happily  free 
from  any  bias  or  partiality.     This,  then,  is  their  response: 
BOB  BELL— compulsive  talker. 

"Well,  you  have  to  look  at  this  from  both  sides  and  ex- 
amine the  pro's  Lnd  con's,  especially  in  the  light  of 
our  current  trends  and  fixations  in  the  magico-ref igicus  frame 
of  reference.    You  see,  -as  we  go  through  the  £  various 
stages  of  life  we  reach  an  age  called  puberty...." 
DANIEL  O'BRIEN  —part  time  empire  builder. 

"Egregious  b^d  taste." 
SYLVIA  SILVERCROWN  and  GLGRLh  GOLDILOX— f ull  time  gum  chewers. 
(In  unison)  "Gee,  I  can't  see  why  anyone  would  object... 
I  mean,  golly,  we  thought  it  was  a  real  fun  thing,  like  — 
gosh,   just  like... well,  a  real  paper..." 
LESLIE  MILLION  — unemployed  poet. 

"Bete  noir!  ^bscheulich!  Carrion!  ^ch  du  lieber,  nein 
Gestetner!  Fiends,  ba-boons . . . . " 
VOLUPTUA  VAN  VaVaVOOM— cafeteria  lounger. 

"Look,  I  tol'  ye — K  I'm  busy  Saturday  nite.    Now  scram, 
creep!"     (Actually,  hiss  Vavavoom's  question  was  phrased 
slightly  different  from    the  others.) 
PROF.  HARRIS  TWEED — doctor  of  leather  elbow  patching. 

ils  it  happened,  Dr.  Tweed's  spirited  opinion  was  a  little 
too  spirited  to  b,  pruned  in  a  paper  of  our  standards,  but 
its  sum  and  substance  was  a  crudely  drawn  p^rdlel  be- 
tween the  periodic, ,1  in  question  and  c.  certain  household 
tissue — duly  observing  the  superiority  of  the  latter. 
BRIAN  SIw-XL — man  in  the  grey-flannel  loin  cloth. 
"My  lawyer  will  spec  1:  for  me..." 

From  these  profound  and  relevant  opinions,  and  a  small 
Bugelsky'  handbook,  we  were  able,  with  some  degree  of  success, 
to  infer  the  be  sic  sub-conscious  mal;. dustment  prevailing  in 
our  student  body,  which  manifested  itself  in  the  puerile  an- 
tipathy directed  toward  this  harmless  paper.     Oddly  enough, 
the  entire  population  of  Victoria  College. .hated  their  mothers. 

DANIEL 

PLAGIARISM  DEPT. 

Overheard  in  a  doctors  office: 

"Smoke?"' 

"Yes." 

"Stop." 

"No." 

"Cough." 


